boys. There was one little old lady in (he audience at
Ktrctat. She had billeted our unit and had helped us greatly.
During the lour years of German occupation she had refused
to see a show. Now she sat in the front row, smiling
broadly and trying to join in the singing of "Tipperary,"
while the tears rolled down her cheeks.

Driving north toward Belgium, we made a triumphal
progress through towns which had been in German hands
only a few days before.

As we made our way slowly down the main street, avoid-
ing a few shell holes, men, women, and children turned out
to greet us. We all bowed and smiled.

"I know now how the Queen feels at the opening of
Parliament," said Zoc,

Our destination was Brussels. Other than that we knew
nothing. But it was enough. Brussels had just been
liberated, the front was very close, we would be entertaining
men straight from the fighting line. At Lille, where we put
up for the night, no billets had been arranged for us, as the
enemy had withdrawn too short a time before. However,
Clarence knew the city and was able to guide us to a hotel
where they made room for us. Everywhere people were
breathless at the speed with which the Allies were advancing.
Just before the outskirts of Brussels Bayliss said: * 'There's
Major Jamieson." He had just passed us in his jeep and
honked for us to stop. Our spirits were in good shape but
our stomachs were empty. This seemed a happy chance,
and Captain Bayliss got out. While he and Jamieson met
in private conference, we sat like good children in a school
bus and waited.

Then Jamieson came to the door of our car and said,
"Everything all right?"   I suppose we nodded, and lie went
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